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In the Maginot Line
\z5tk January^ i<)40\
THE three of us, Captain Duncan, a young
lieutenant of the French Fortress Infantry,
and I, were going up to visit one of the
Scottish regiments. The weather was superb. The
keen air had made solid ice of the meadowland pools,
the streams, and the ponds. The sun coloured the
trunks and bare branches of the trees, the simple,
graceful village spires and the wooded brows of the
hills cut out of a sky of grey and rose. In the
background the last undulations faded into a russet
mist. Long columns of French army vehicles,
horse-drawn, were moving along the road, and
Duncan, the 'non-motorizable cavalryman' had
waxed sentimental.
'All these horses!' he said. 'Can't you feel the
romance of them? They take you back to 1914 and
every war of the past. . . . While our modern army
with it tractors, caterpillars, and cars conjures up
some horrific book of Wells.'
The French lieutenant talked of the British troops
in the sector.
'We're more than pleased with them,* he said;
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